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AT TEND, ye lovers, and give ear 
* Unto this mournful ſong, 
Of two that loved faithfully, 

But did each other wrong. 

At Coventry, in Warwickſhire, 
This young man he did dwell, 
His name John True, a Shoemaker, 

And lived-very well, 
At Corley- More this maiden dwelt, 

Three miles from Coventry: 
Vet for the love he bore. to her, 

He would her often fee. 
And coming to her on a time, 
He told to her his mind: 
Suſan, quoth he, I love thee dear, 
Be not to me unkind. 
If thou can'ſt love and fancy me, 
| In heart and eke in mind. 
iI will prove loving unto thee, 
Be not to me unkind. | 
* chearful looks rejoice my heart, 
ad merry make my mind. 
Sweet Suſan, then love me again, 

Be not to we unkind, 

Good John, I thank you for your leve, 

Aud wiſh you at home to tarry ; 

I am too young ſor to be wed, 
And have no will to marry. - 
Where thou liveſt are maidens ſtore, 
Moſt beautifyl aud tice, 
Henceſorth (et not vain love on me, 

For | cannot love thee. 

This anſwer ſtruck him to the heart, 

As <ald as any ſtone: 

£0 homewards firait he did return, 
Wich many a bitter groan, 
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Wiſhing that he had nc'er been born, 
Or in his cradle dy'd. 

Unhappy man, to love ſo true, 
And yet to be deny d. 

Quoth he, I'll go to her again, 
And hear what ſhe doth ſay. 

It may be ſhe may be more kind, 
Tho” firlt ſhe ſaid me nay, 

So going to'the town again, 
He ſent for her ſtraitway, 

Deſiring her to ſpeak with him, 
But till ſhe ſaid him nay. 

T hen did he ſigh, lament and grieve, 
And knew not what to ſay ; 

So did he take his pen in hand, 
And wrote theſe words ſtraitway, 

My heart's delight, and only joy, 
Kill me not with diſdain ; 

Vouchſafe that I may ſpeak to thee, 
To rid me of my pain. 

Reſolve me, ſweeteſt, I thee pray, 
Why is thy hatred ſuch? 

I know no cauſe, unleſs it be 
For loving thee too much. 

As is my name, true is my love, 
Sweet Suſan, unto thee : 

True is my name, true is my love, 
And evermore ſhall be. 

* * is honeſt, juſt and good, 

ill me not with diſdain, 

Rather do me the courteſy, 
To love for love again. 

When ſhe had read and underſto9J 
His mind and his intent, _ 

She then began to like and love, 
And grant his hrart's content. 


John, I am thine, if thou art mine, 
; For'ever and fer aye. 
t was to try thy conſtancy, 

That I did fay thee nay. 

But here's my hand, heart and love, 
Pll ne'er x a more deny, 

My love is conſtant, firm and true, 
And ſhall be till I die. 

Then they embrac'd each other's love, 
And join'd in heart and voice, 

T hat ſhe of him, and he of her, 
Had made ſo ſweet a choice. 

But Fortude that doth often frown 
Where ſhe before did ſmile, 

The man's delight, the maiden's joy, 
Full ſoon ſhe did beguile. 

When ſhe was ſettled in her love, 
Then he would change his mind, 


And for to try her conſtancy, 


Would be to her unkind. 
And thus reſolved in his mind, 
He'd go to her no more: 
But went and woo'd another maid, 
W hich grieved her heart ſore. 
Quoth he, She proved unto me 
Hard- hearted and unkind : 
But now her true love I have won 
P11 bear the ſelf-ſame mind. 
When ſhe perceiv'd his love to her 
Not as it was wont to be, 
She did lament, ſigh, weep and grieve, 
And then theſe words ſaid ſhe: 
Falſe-hearted wretch, adieu, quoth the, 
Diſloyal and unkind, 
And if I die for love of thee, 
T hou ſhalt not know my mind. 
Woe to the time I did believe 
T hat flattering tongue of thine 
Would to God 1 ne'er had ſeen 
The tears of thoſe falſe eyne. 
Hard hap I had to ſet my love 
On one that mgcketh me, 
Sure all the country did not yield 
A man ſo falſe as he. 
Thus was ſhe brought to mean eftate, 
All comforts from her fled, 
She did deſire to ſpeak with Him, 
Before that ſhe was dead. 
Hea friends did ſeek to cheer her up, 
And to make glad her mind: 
But ſhe was kill'd with loving him, 
Who was to her unkind. 
Falſe-hearted man, may never maid 
Love thee as I have done. 
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But nmy my death remember'd be 
To time that is to come. a 
But may all maids a-warning 
By this my mournful death. 
And now, O Lord ! receive my ſoul, 
To thee I give my breath. 
Thus died the pattern of true love, 
Thus died a virtuous maid ; 
Thus died a good and harmleſs lafs, 
As ever love betray'd. 
Six maids in white, as cuſtom is, 
Did bear her to the grave, 
Her parents grieve, lament, and mourn, 
No child at all they bave. 
When as her lover underſtood 
For love that ſhe was dead, 
He rag'd, and ready was to tear 
The hair from off his head. 
But when he came unto the place 
Where his true lover lay, 
He ſtraitway run into the grave, 
And there theſe words did ſay: 
Suſan, quoth he, I'll kiſs thy grave 
Upon my bended knee. 
Whereby Ill ſhew to all the world, 
How much I have lov'd thee. 
And as he lay along the ground, 
He heard a voice to ſay, 
John True, if ever thou lov' me, 
Make haſt and come away. 
Then ſtaꝛted he up from the grave, 
And ſtood like one ftruck dumb. 
And when he had regain'd his ſpeechy 
He ſaid, I come, I come. 
And thus like one out of his wits, 
He rag'd in pieous ſort, 
That all the neighbours round about 
Were griev'd at the 


report. 
| And thus in ſorrow and grief of heart 


He lay a whole fortnight. 
And when he had confeſs'd his ſault, 
He yielded us his ſprite. | 
According to his heart's deſire, 
And as he did requeſt ; 
They dug his grave, and laid him down 
By her whom he lov'd beft. 
Yeu young men all that have true loves, 
Be true unto your friend, 
And if you love, be ſure your love 
Be true unto the end. 
And thus I end my ſtory true, 
So full of grief and woe : 
May never any feuk again 
o wrong any other ſo, 
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